VV ith eager feeding food doth choke the feeder. 

Light Vanitie, infatiatc cormorant, 

Confuming meanes flbne 'prices vpon it felfc j 
ThisRoyalithrone ofKings,this Sceptred lie. 

This earth of Maieftie, this feate of Mars, 

This oter Eden,demie Paradice, 

This ForetrelFe built by Nature for her felfc, 
Againltinfedh° n ,and the hand of War re 5 
This happy breed ofMen, this little World, 

This precious Stone fet in the Siluer Sea, 

, Which &ueues it in the office of a Wall, 

- c ^ / ®r , as a Moate defenflue to a houfe, 

T-f ai tbe enu ’ e kfle happier lands : 

This blefledplotte, this Earth, this Realme,this England, 
This Nurfe, this teeming vvombe of RoyallKings, ° 
reard by their breed, andfamous by their birth. 
Renowned in their deeds as farre from home. 

For Chriftian fcruice and true chiualrie, 

Ac l 1C ^ e P u ^ c ^ re ‘ n ftubborne Iewrie, 

Of th e worlds Ranfome, bleired Maries fonne : 
is Land offuch deare foules, this deare deareland * 
Oeare for her reputation throughtheworld, 
s nowleaced out (I die pronouncing it ) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. 

Lngland bound in with thetriumphantSea, 

VVhofe rockie fhoare beates backe the enuious liege 
xxr bound in wichfhame, 

Th ^F lkl | C bl °“ es > and rotten Parchment bonds, 
inat England that was wont to conquer others, 
Hathmadcftamefullconqueftofitfclfc: 

Ah would the fcandaUyanifht with my life, 
Howhap^then weremy enfuing death 

1 he King is come, deale mildly with his youth. 

ror y c U „gh w Cd t sbd„ 8 rag.d C) d 0 rage,hVmo,r 

Enter the King and Jj) tteene , &c. 
jl^ne How fares our noble Vncle Lancafter? 

4- \ ' && Gaunt 
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Richard the Second, 

rawt O how that name befits my compofition, 

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt^j ^ng^ld; 

The plealurethatfome Fathers feedevppon, 
iVmv ftricktfaft, 1 meanemy Childrens lookes. 

And therein, faffing haft thou made me gaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

VVhofe hollow wombe inherits noughthat bones. 

Km. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names. 

Gaunt. No, miferie makes fporttomockeitfcife. 
Since thou doft feeke to kill my name in me, 
y O mocke my name (great King) to Hatter thee. 

Kina. Should dying men flatter thofe that hue . 
Gaunt. No, no, men liuirig flatter thofe that die. 

Kim Thou now a dyingfayft,thou flattereft me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thou dietl, though I the Acker be. 

Kmz. I am in health, I breath, I lee thee ill. 

Gamt Now hethat made me, knowes llee thee ill? 
111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lelTer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation fleke, 

And thou too carelelTe patient as thou art, 

Commitft thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Philitions that ftrft wounded theef 

A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compalTe is no bigger then thy heady iaad 

Andyet inragedjn fo fmall averge, 

The wafte is no whitlelfer then thy Land t 
Oh had thy Grandfire with aProphets eye, 
Seenehowhis Sonnes fonne fhoulddeftroy his fonnes, 
From foorth thy reach he would haue lay d thy flume, 
Depoting thee beforethou wert polled, 

Which art pofteft now to depofethy felfe. 

Why Coolin wert thou regent ofthe world, 

It were a lhame to let this Land by Leafe;. 
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